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everyone happy. They all longed for her to come to Bradenham
and hated her to go away,

Isaac, peering at her laughing face, mused with the slow
wisdom of the aged on this new fancy of Ben's. She was not
his first, but lately since his election to Parliament the boy
seemed to have acquired a calm and steadiness of disposition
such as Isaac had always desired. It was quite plain to an old
man looking on that he wanted to wed Mary Anne, and equally
plain that she could not make up her mind, even though already
Ben had become a great man. With all his heart Isaac longed
for her to make it up in Ben's favour. The boy had never been
really strong; he lived on his nerves and his ambitions drove
him to the point of exhaustion. If only this kind, wise, sensible
woman would throw in her lot with Ben's, all anxiety would
be lifted from Isaac and when the time came he could be gathered
to his fathers in peace.

Naturally Sarah, too, was on Ben's side. Considering Mary
Anne with a woman's unequalled knowledge of her own sex,
she felt not the slightest misgiving. Mary Anne, Sarah knew,
had a sweet nature and a faithful, affectionate heart. She was
kind also, as witness her solicitude for Isaac, an old man nearly
blind. Besides, she was country born and bred with a liking
for country house life equal to Ben's, sharing his passion for
trees and flowers.

Most important of all, Sarah could see that she admired
Ben, and no one understood better than Sarah his eternal need
for admiration. It did not arise so much from vanity as from
sensitiveness and a longing to feel appreciated. Sarah could
look back calmly at this stage of his career on those disastrqus
early elections, but she did not care to think what might have
been their result on him if he had lacked her to sympathise
with him and console him. Now his feet were firmly planted
on the path to fame, but inevitably he woulSi encounter dis-
appointments, and she could not always be at his side. Letters
were all very well, but they lacked the warmth of human com-
panionship. If Mary Anne married him she need never leave
him. She could rejoice with him in moments of triumph and
gather his head against her breast in moments of defeat and
despair.                                             '

As for Disraeli, he had not a thought beyond Mary Anne*
His family, which in the ordinary course of events he loved,
had dissolved into illimitable distances. With all the fanaticism
of his nature, when his interest was aroused, he lived devoted